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road with shade like a snakeskin and shook rain-
drops on the travellers from the last shower.
Upon what an adventure they were setting out,
the two alone together! They couldn't see the
end of it or imagine how exciting it was going to
be, any more than they could see the end of the
long avenue or know where they would sleep the
night.
Pierre had always loved to wander in lonely
woods. He liked them cool and wet, and, when
he came out on to the rocky hillsides, he liked the
smell of rosemary and marjoram and eglantine
that made a wild jungle there. It was all one to
him whether he walked by day or by night, by
dawn or gloaming; whether he ate at eleven or
three, seven or ten. Now all the things he cared
for were lovelier still, because Marie was with
him and she didn't bother him about time or
punctuality*
They were not going to be extravagant; there
should be no hotels for them. When they came to
a village at evening, they found a simple inn, a
place with one large tap-room, with a few tables
and many chairs. The "Patron" spread a clean
white cloth for them and brought them thick, hot
soup. After dinner, they went up the creaking
wooden stairs, along a rambling passage to a
room where die light of one candle was not
likely to show up the faded paper. French
village inns are often like that; the supper is
good, the bed is clean and delicious, and the
charge small.